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BOOK REVIEWS
TBE GiVENY. By George Randolph

Chester and Lillian Chester, authors
of "The Ball of Fire." etc. Illustratedby A. B. Wenzel. New York:
Hearst's International Library Company.

WHISKY is the enemy of
which the Chesters write
here in such dramatic
realism. What whisky had
done to Harrison Stuart

and what it was now doing to Billy
f * "aHvb fnr this 11 n-
« '«"

usual novel. Fifteen years before HarrisonStuart was the great American
architect. At the opening of this story

Billy Lane was a rising young expert
in that profession. One day the two

came together by accident at Mike
Dowd's Sink in the Bowery. Billy had
lipped over for a nip of Mike's best

to smooth out the nasty construction
problem suddenly put up to him by
his big building across the way. As
for Stuart he was always at Mike's
in those days. He swept out the place
in the morning for his dram and
cleaned up the accidental filth of the
day for the same reward. Sleeping in
a. kennel-like box outside, he had, by
reason of this habit, come into the
name of "Bow-Wow." At this chance
meeting between the two, a strange
thing happened. For a second only the
genius of Harrison Stuart emerged
from its miserable shell and spoke the
two words that proved to be the key
to Billy's problem. Then it quickly
slunk back again into the derelict body
of Bow-Wow. From this point the
story goes on with the close personal
friendship that grew up between the
two. with Stuart's great fight for the
upgrade, with Billy's gay and steady
decline, with the discovery of Stuart s

wife and daughter, with the social
brilliance of Billy's life, with his love
for Octavia Stuart, with his business
success, and his more and more frequentIdpses into open and conspicuousdrunkenness. With respect to HarrisonStuart, so near the goal, this
tory ends pitifully, just as it would
end in the vast majority of similar
cases. On the other hand, it leads
Billy to put up the splendid fight that
one in ten thousand or more is able
to make. These writers have achieved
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important and impressive message by
may of a brilliantly clever social drama
In which there is never so much as a

hint of the common preachments of
reform.

THE SPLENDID CHANCE. By Mary
Hastings Bradley, author "of "The
Palace of Darkened Windows." etc.
Illustrated by Edmund Frederick.
New York: D. Appleton & Co.

The first half of this romance is gay
wlth youth and ambition in the artist
life of Paris. The second holf is bitter
with the poignant scenes of mar. The
first part gives, in most delightful fashion.the story of a young American girl
who is a student In the art schools of
that city. Katherine King is a beautifulgirl, m-ith brains and sense, with
tact and talent.a fine upstanding, lovablecreature of whom any writer might
well be proud. The artists and students
grouped around her. each of them a distinctand lifelike personality, contribute
o this story in a way that objectifle5
the buoyant rrace of the city itself, its
happy insouciance, its picturesque bearing.And an idyllic story of romantic
love develops between Katherine King
and the young English captain mho
crossed to Europe on the same ship
with her. Then the war clouds swiftly
gather. And the second part of Mrs.
Bradley's novel is a big and stirring
war romance. The young captain is at
the front with the allies, and Katherine
becomes a nurse. Heart-aching scenes
develop, vivid realistic scenes of the
gpecial horrors of the trench and field
and hospital. An epic quality now
takes the place of the early lyric tone.
And a dread that is tangible seizes upon
the reader. The story progresses to an

unexpected, but an altogether consistent
issue. Mrs. Bradley has written with
originality and distinction and with rare
power of adaptability. This is a war
romance that is richly worth the attentionthat it is bound to receive.

AMERICA AND HER PROBLEMS. By
Paul H. B. D'Ectouraelles de Constant.New York: The Macmlllan
Company.

A statesman of France and twice del-
rate to the peace conferences at The
Hague. this writer brings a seasoned
experience to bear upon his study of
the problems of this country. These
problems he has. in the main, gathered
for himself out of his extensive travels
In the United States. These turn upon
our youth as a nation, upon the
struggle that is going on' between our

idealism on the one hand and our
materialism on %h# other, and upon our

international obligations. The writer
has much to say in praise of the UnitedStates uppn its attitude in the
present war, with only one thing to
say in blame. That one note of censure
rises from our failure to make public
protest against the invasion of Belgium.The first part of this book, the
part from which the statement of our

problems comes. Is a record of the
author's travels to all the great cities
ef this country and to its most conspicuousplaces of interest besides.
Here are hundreds of friendly sketches
of people and places, the impressions
of an admiring wayfarer, a keen observer.an astute interpreter and a discriminatingJudge. The book was writtenfor his own people. And just as
it was written for them it is turned
into English here, a fact that enhances
its value immeasure&bly.

THE MEW AMERICAM «OVER*MEMT
AXD ITS WORK. By James T.
Young, professor of public administration,Wharton School of Finance
and Commerce, University of Pennsylvania.New York: The MacmillanCompany.

The purpose of this study is to describethe government of the United
States as its work proves it to be.
rather than as its theory supposes it to

be. The book is. in effect, a review of
the subject for the sake of bringing it

up to date, by redistributing the emphasisso that the -instrument of governmentshall be in better accord with
the facts of its operations. The book,
therefore, bears largely upon the work
of the government, upon what it is
actually doing in the field of public
service. In this connection it discusses
the social legislation of etate and nation.the regulation and protection of
business, the conservation policy and
the reforms in the financial system. In
dealing with the structural side of the
government the writer shows the
change that has grown in the relative
influence and importance of what
are known as its three co-ordinate
branches. Here he deals with the growingleadership of the executive, a fact
that quite does away with the balance
sf noar»r aiinn<ia*W r» li« i. tk. »

flte arrangement. The book is a competentand thoroughly up-to-date studyof the subject. It puts into convenient
and available form a body of importantfacts that, except for this volume, are
scattered through many issues of thedaily press.

MODERN WARFARE. By Henry SmithWilliams. M. D.t LL. D., and EdwardHuntington Williams. M. D. Illustrated.New York: Hearst s InternationalLibrary Company.
This history of modern warfare beginsback with the middle ages in the

making of gunpowder, and advances
from this epochal point up to the latestword in submarine and aerial warfare.It is a study of the mechanics
of war. The logical successor of gunpowderwas the firearm. It was at the)£lrtnership of these two that war be-

£55
gran to gret down to real business, setting;aside gradually the spectacular
and relatively futile methods of handto-handcombat between knigrhts and
their retainers. From this time on the
story of warfare is that of the developmentof explosives and the evolution
of mechanical instruments for projecting;these, or the evolution of firearms
and other projectiles. Acting; as a
constant spur to this development was
the invention and improvement of
armor plates and other means of defenseagrainst these measures of offense.This book gives the full story
of that progression in the gentle art of
slaughter. From the introduction of
firearms to their perfection at the presenttime the steps are set down here.
There is a chapter on projectiles and
armor, and another on the application
of these to the development of the
battleship as it is today. There is a

chapter, also, on torpedoes, mines and
torpedo boats, and another on warfare
by way of the submarine and airship.
The study is clear and sufficiently full
to make a useful handbook for readers
of such current news that deals with
this feature of the conduct of the war.

THAXKFl'L'S INHERITANCE. By JosephC. Lincoln, author of "Partnersof the Tide." etc. Illustrated
by H. M. Brett. New York: D. Appieton& Co.

The inheritance that fell to Thankful
Barnes at Uncle Abner's death was the
aM o Pan. PnH A Innir

time ran by before Thankful took
possession of her legacy. In the mean A

GEMMAE
Special Correspondence of The Star.

ROUEN, France. May 10, 1915.
THIS letter is written from notes

taken day before yesterday in the
vicinity of Bethune after witnessinga desperate attempt by

the Germans to break the British line.
Yesterday I returned to our base camp
here, filthy and fatigued from a week of
supply work in and about the trenches.
A bath, a change of clothing, a couple of

square meals and a good niight's sleep
have repaired the ravages of those seven

days and nights of incessant labor and
nerve strain, and today I can look back
on the experiences of the past seven days
with something like a true perspective.
The dawn of day before yesterday found

me asleep in a dugout beside a Yorkshire
battalion cook, who even snored in dialect.Qur party of A. S. C. men had, as

usual, come down to the trenches in the
dead of night with motor truck loads of
supplies. I had volunteered to assist the
cooks and quartermaster's detail in unloadingand storing away in the dugouts
the cases of ammunition and rationa
We were awakened in the gray dim

hour before sunrise by the crash of an

exploding shell. It was a sort of general
alarm clock of German manufacture. The
dugout ar.d communicating trenches,
though still in almost total darkness, becamealive with the stir and mumble of
many men resentfully shaking off the
numbness of profound sleep.

*

My friend and cook sat up in his blankets,yawned cavernously, struck a match
and lighted a cigarette, and between puffs
stretched his arms and groaned.
"Dang 'em, the bluedy fules! Wot d*

they want ta begin sa airly fer? Dang
'em, says Oi. Spilin' a bloke's sleep like
that."
Throughout the cavern and Its connectinglines of ditches matches flickered

and candles glowed feebly. Curses and
imprecations rumbled through the gloom.
Several voices raised the cry, "Any tea
ready?" Others could be heard peevishly
inquiring if any "blankety-blank blank"
had seen their "blankety-blank toonic" or

cap or boots.
Still another wrathful voice apostrophizedsome one as an " 'arf-witted Germanspy" for having stepped "on me

bleedin' feet."
Came then another healthy crash, not

more than a hundred yards away, followedby the dull boom of the gun Itself,
miles off. behind the German lines.

"That means we're in for it, the bleed..-mwUj a "It'll mm«> 'ot a n'

'cavy in a mlnuit."
"W'ere's the tea? Ain't we join* ter

'ave no tea?" complained another.
"Tea up!" sang some one from a nearbycommunicating ditch, whereat arose

a chorus of repressed exclamations of
satisfaction and the rattle of many mess
tins.
Out In the communicating trenches

the cooks dished out the strong black
tea from their big "dickseys," as the
men came up in single file. The men
were still being served when the third
shell exploded a few dozen yards down
the line, to be followed almost instantlyby three or four in quick succession,
great jarring concussions that shook
the earth all about us as a terrier
shakes a rat and filled the air with a

sulphurous gas and a thick dust cloud
that clogged the nostrils.

*
* *

"Dang 'em," said my friend the cook,
as the quivering of the ground caused
him to slop over the tea he was dishing."They be a-gettln' t'range, they
be. Dang 'em."
He was right. They were getting the

range with a vengeance. Shell after
shell jarred earth and air with their
terrific blows. It became necessary to
put bits of cotton wool in one's ears to

prevent injury to the ear-drums from
the pounding rush of the air beating
upon them with each explosion. Great
columns of earth and rock rose high
in the air on every side as the big
shells drove themselves against the
ground and burst into a million fragments.It was no shrapnel bombardment,but the customary prodigal expenditureof high-explosive shells
through which the Germans always attemptto prepare the way for their
infantry charges.
In our trench all seemed hopeless

confusion for a little while. Men
straggled in and out of the dugouts
and communicating ditches. Non-coms
and officers ran up and down the lanes,
bellowing orders and explanations.
Then out of the confusion came a

semblance of order. The men appearedall armed and equipped, bayonets
fixed, cartridge belts and bandoliers
in place. They stationed themselves
in every conceivable nook and cranny
of shelter, each little group in commandof a corporal or sergeant, with a
young lieutenant close at hand.
It being obvious that no one spot

was safer than another under that
tremendoua cannonade. I pushed on
through the dugout to the firing trench
Itself. Here I found a solid line of
men. waiting huddled up under the
bomb-proof shelters. Out beyond the
trench, like prairie-dogs peering up
out of their burrows, I knew wers
stationed the observers, each at the
end of the little tunnel connecting
with the ditch where welted his battalion.<

I squeezed In beside a couple of Infantrymenwho were trying to talk to
each other through the din. ] could
only catch a word or two. though each
was shouting at top of his lungs, for
by this time the British batteries bac*
of us had opened a heavy Are in an effortto silence some of the enemy's
guns as well as to spray the German
trenches with a hot Are of shrapnel by
way of making the Germans keep to
their lairs and not try a dash in the
open.

* *
The two infantry men were of a Middlesexregiment. .1 wanted to hear

what they thought of this affair, but I
was disappointed.
"1 seen him.like Harry l>auder bet-
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while, the house, standing high above
the sea and open to its raking winds
and soaking mists, had become more
and more tumble-down and lonely and
uninviting. Moreover, as neglected old
places are wont to do, it had taken on
a ghost to whose reality more than
one veracious Cape Coder had borne
cautious testimony. This is the situationto which Mr. Lincoln introduces
Thankful Barnes and then inspires her
with the plan of turning the old place
into a boarding house. This done, the
way is clear for another Cape Cod story
which rounds up the down-east type
of man and woman in this writer's best
style. A couple of romances develop
from this experiment. One is of the
traditional down-east sort, with Widow
Thankful herself and Capt. Obed as the
parties of the first and second part.
The other is of the merely current kind,
with nothing particularly distinctive
about the couple or their wooing. The
attraction of this story lies, as it does
with all of Mr. Lincoln's work, in the

' sense of fun that controls it and in the
pictures of a New England life and
character that trolley lines and good
motor roads are fast bringing around
to the conventional order.

WHAT PICTURES TO SEE IN AMERICA.By Lorinda Munson Bryant,
fl-iithrtr r»f "PlrtnrAfl onrt Their
Painters," etc. Illustrated. New
York: John Lane Company.

Without such evidence as this book
contains one does not realize that the
United States possesses art works of
such quality and measure as to illusI

CHA1GEI
E. Richard Schay

Army Service Corps
Machine Guns, Rifles
Shells From the Grea

ter," was all I caught of one end of
the conversation.
"Harry Tate.comical cove," was all I

got of the other.
Just then some word passed down the

line and every man stepped forward
from the sheltering dugouts and bombproofsand took his position along the
front wall of the firing trench. Rifles
rested in the niches and loopholes left
in the breastwork of sand bags and
railroad ties. Only the senior officers
remained walking up and down the
ditch. In front of me a young lieutenantstood at a firing post beside a

grizzled sergeant, using a rifle like any
[private in the ranks.
By this time the air was so thick

with dust and gaseous smoke that one
could not see more than a dozen yards
up the trench. I wondered if the men
could see anything over the wall, and,
curiosity getting the better of judgment,I jumped up beside a chap and
peered with him through the loopholeTherewas nothing to be seen through
the smoke and dust cloud, and I noticedthat none of our men was firing.Evidently they were still waiting
for something.
Then that something came. As though

by the turning of a switch the explosion,of shells up and down the line
ceased, leaving only the tremendous
thunder of the British guns behind us.
The mist began to thin, to swirl and
tear apart as though driven by great
fans. Dull red flashes a good distance
off stabbed the air. The whine and
crash of shrapnel sounded nearer and
nearer. Then through the thinning
cloud of dust and smoke a vague, indefinitemoving body began to take
form. Over it the red flashes seemed to
burst venomously, while the long,
shapeless mass itself seemed to be
spitting an irregular line of fire in
our direction.
"Them's them!" shouted a voice in my

ear. "We gotta begin shootln* now.

Better git down."

* *

I took one parting survey of the
spectacle. The dust cloud was almost
gone, and now, clearly outlined against
the smoky skyline, came those compactmasses of gray-clad men. Firing
from the hip as they ran, those solid
front ranks swept on toward us, while

(
over and about them burst a very hell
of shrapnel fire. Then came a new
note in the concert.a terrific clatter
and roar all about us as the whole of
our line spit forth an incessant stream
of rifle and machine gun fire.

I made room for the man at my side
to fire through his loophole. Overcome
by the excitement of the moment, I
raised myself on tiptoe and peered over
the breastworks. I could see those gray
masses, now only a couple of hundred
yards away, withering under that blast
of steel. On they came, but slower.

FEEDING A BIG BRITISH GUN
(Copyright, IBIS, by Cm

*
and they were no longer firing as they
staggered toward us.
They melted away like a block of ice

under a hot-water faucet. I tried to

Sick out Individuals, to see them fall,
ut could not. All that I could see was

the general melting away of the mass.
Its forward movement ceased. For a
moment It seemed to hang motionless
In the very center of the field, while
over and within It came those dull
yellow stabs of flame and white puffs
of smoke from the deadly shrapnel.
Than the mass seemed to disintegrate.
to break Into a hundred fragments. A
tremendous cheer rose from our trench
above the clamor of the battle. It was
over.for the time being. The broken
ranks of the enemy were scurrying for
the safety of their trenches. Even as
they ran the deadly shrapnel followed
and the biasing rifles and machine guns
In our. trenches hurled death among
them.
There ensued a moment of comparativesilence, when our rlrte and machine

*
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trate the history of painting from
Giotto to modern art by way of Fra
Angelico, Botticelli, Raphael. Titian.
Rubens. Rembrandt and Velasquez.
This painstaking and competent study
makes this fact clear by a summary of
the contents of our various art centers.Beginning with Boston, the
study ends at San Francisco, with
twenty-two cities lying in between,
that offer inducements to the art lover
and to the student of the history of
painting. The famous pictures of each
of these galleries, museums or institutesare fully described and placed in
the particular niche of time and fame
to which each has been assigned by
public approval. More than 200 illustrationssupplement the text. Valuableat any time, this study possesses
additional worth in the present, when
European galileries are out of the
question. The reader will find this
book as useful as the traveler, and perhapsmore so in view of the prodigious
distances that lie between these points
of interest in matters of art.

THE JAPANESE PROBLEM IN THE
UNITED STATES. By H. A. Millis,
professor of economics. University
of Kansas. New York: The MacmillanCompany.

At the request of missionaries in Japan,the council of churches in America
appointed a commission to make a

study of the relations of this countrywith Japan. Believing that its
most pressing need was a body
of correct information, the commisW

THE mi
rer, Former Washington
, Tells How Germans \
; and Shrapnel.From a

t Guns Fall in Trenches-

BRITISH SOLDIERS IN THE TRENCHE

pun fire ceased and the thunder of the i

British puns died away. Then from i

over that scarred and shell-furrowed
field came the shriek of a man in excruciatingapony, chorused by hundredsupon hundreds of plaintive cries
of lesser intensity. But, unless those
stricken men could crawl to their own
or our lines, they must lie out there
until death relieved their sufferinps, for
this is a war of no truce or armistice,

'y<''
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IN A CONCEALED SHELTER,
lerwood h. Underwood.)

either to care for the wounded or to
bury the dead.

*
* *

Back In the trench the men had
stepped down from their shooting posts
and were busily cleaning rifles, laughingand joking, or sullen and morose,
each according to his nature, with none
but the most casual sort of reference
to what had just happened. Such youngstersthey were, too, it seemed incrediblethey had already become so hardenedto the wholesale slaughter of
their fellowmen as to be able to turn
from it to ordinary duties without even
a shudder. The only remark I overheardthat could in any way be made
to refer to the ghastliness of such warfarecame from a scarred veteran of
nearly middle age:
"It don't seem bloomin' right, somehow,"he was sa> hig. " Tain't like no

t
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sion engaged the services of the fr
writer of this volume to make an in- pi
vestigation of the subject as it present- 01
ed itself on the Pacific coast. This book "<
covers the results of that study. In it la
the author describes the present con- ol
dition of the Japanese in that locality. S<
He makes a record of their progress. «t
of their relations to one another, and ar
of the attitude that is held toward them
by the white population of the district.
Separating the work into two parts, 8£

Mr. Millis discusses the question of ad- 81

mitting these immigrants on the one ^
hand, and on the other he goes into a *

full analysis of the treatment accorded 8,1

to those already here. The relation of w

the Japanese to tl}e labor problem of £,*California is carefully drawn, and the
various legislative measures operating
in this direction are analyzed in their ^
nature and described in their effects. ^
This is a comprehensive survey spring- ^
ing from a prolonged and thorough in-
vest nation. it is, oesiaes, a ninauij
fair-minded treatment of the subject. ^
HISTORIC HOMES OF NEW EXG- m

LAND. By Mary H. Northend, author cl
of "Colonial Homes and Their Fur- P*
nishings." With numerous illustra- «

tions. Boston: Little, Brown & Co. ln
01

New England again contributes of sc
her wealth of historic picturesqueness te
to the making of a delightfully written ot
and artistically illustrated book de- in
scriptive of that section's ancient tt
homes. To "The Pickering House," f«
boasting the unchallenged dignity of hi
"being in the direct line of a family d<
for nine generations," is accorded a

THSH TMM
Newspaper Man Who En
Vere Driven Back by th
Point of Vantage.When
-Cutting Down the Ener
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S. IN THE FOREGROUND IS ONE OF '

DUTY.

var as ever was afore. It's machines la
igainst flesh an* blood, and it don't ar

;eem right. Jes* listen to them poor to
>leeders out there. Might be you or me
iext time we charge. It don't seem it;
ight, do it?" ra
But the peacefulness of the situation sm
vas of short life. Suddenly there burst ca

rlose at hand another great German sv

shell, followed by another and another, Ac
md the men scurried to the dugouts '

md oombproofs. More iunouaiy man cc

before, the enemy, as though embit- he
ered by the frustration of his first ef- fr
'ort, hurled upon our lines thousands nc

ipon thousands of tons of rending steel, nc

Tor more than an hour the second bom- efl
>ardment raged. Great gaps were ch
down in our firing trench. Three dug- Bl
>uts were buried under tons of earth 80

ind rock, killing or maiming all the ]
nen who had taken refuge within them. ^
I had worked my way back along the ~~

ommunicating ditches, every now and
hen thrown off my feet by a nearby Q
jxplosion and half buried In falling
iarth and small stones. Battered and
sruised, I managed to get to a deep
traverse in the sloping meadow behind
he firing trench. I staggered into a

circular pit and flung myself down besidea group of placid individuals, who J|
cuffed contentedly at pipe and cigar- *i

itte and regarded me with amiable, un- wc
curious glances. to
It was a machine-gun position. At »

the lookout station beside the light,
dim engine of death, a soldier gazed wl

steadily into that impenetrable cloud sh
3f smoke and hell-blown dust. 8ud- tri
lenly he turned and shouted something
lown to his waiting companions, who
lumped to their feet, tossed away their e

cigarettes or knocked out their pipes ab

ind took their places at the gun. Cc
One man crouched by a pigeonholed ab

box, each compartment containing a jjj
reeding belt of cartridges. Another
snuggled the butt of the gun lovingly
Into his shoulder, while a third seized en

the firing crank and stood ready to ch
?rind out the stream of steel. I rose Cu
ind peered over the wall of the trav- te<
5rSe" Rt

*

** Mi
an

As before, there was little to see op
through that haze but the tongues of
yellow and red flame from the burst- ^
ing shells, the columns of black smoke roj
and dirt thrown upward on every side. Mi
We could just make out the backs of
the men lining the front wall of the
Firing trench some fifty yards ahead of tjy
lis and below in the gently sloping to
hillside. Then the wall of that trench 001

shot forth streamers of fire and the
gun at my side joined in with its
steady, pitiless, whirring tattoo. It was Rc
sheer guesswork, for there was noth- soi

ng to be seen of the advancing Ger- 11
nans beyond that wall of smoky dust. ^
This time the enemy did not halt his th<

irtillery Are so soon. High explosive
tnd shrapnel as well burst all along un
>ur line. Almost directly in front of wfc
is part of the firing trench was blot- mc
:ed out in one of those great geysers dia
>f earth and smoke, which, as it set- se<
:led, showed a gap in the line of khaki 8a
3acks and biasing rifles, a gap quickly is
©filled with reserve troops from the Da
lugouts beneath. of
Then through the fog of battle pel
oomed once again that gray, serpen- by
:ine mp°«, this time much nearer than ag»
before, (,'nly a hundred yards or so on

>jtoOK.d
ontispiece honors, and additional 1
liotographic plates picture the interior
f a home which, built in 1650-51, is
:onsidered one of the most important
ndmarks of 8alem. Mass." The genius
? Hawthorne makes "The House of the
even Gables" of interest alike to
udents of America's early home life *
id to the average tourist, whose hop, !
cip and jump to cherished shrines is a
>r the satisfaction of being "able to
ly" he had been there. This famous a

irvival of a long-ago past retains, c

ith its historic values, the literary r
itmosphere" of Miss Hepzibah's tiny a
iop; the mahogany-furnished room
here Col. Pyncheon died, and its se- 8

et staircase (restored) which led to <
lifford's room in the attic. Historic t
stances, memorable traditions and t
lotographic views make up another
lapter descriptive of "The Ixingfel- *
w House,".and that Governor of New t
ampshire who. having lost his wife t
id children and been refused by a l
irl who preferred to marry a me-
lanic, dared to marry his servant t
aid before his surprised guests. (
ergyman included.is recalled in t
iges concerning "The Wentworth c
ouse" near Portsmouth, where Wash-

gtonwas once entertained. Twenty- i
ie of these historic homes are de- \
ribed and pictured in as many chap- f
irs, each more captivating: tnan tne t
her, and throughout the book, which, t
tcidentally, bears a gilt etching of t
le house of the seven gables on its I
irest-green cover, one catches, some- t
)w, the fragrance of colonial gar- J
3ns and the crash of breaker^ against a
rock-ribbed coast. t

:hes hear
listed in the British 1

ie Merciless Fire of j
the Firing Started. ]
ny in Groups. j

t
rHE DOGS TRAINED FOR SENTRY ,

i

1

y between those advancing thousands .

id the blazing ditches they sought 1

take. *
Steadily the gun beside ms poured J
s stream or steel into tnose soita ]
nks. The man at the grun siowly (
/ung it sideways, back and forth, as
lmly and deliberately as a man 1

rings his garden hose to spray his £

iwer bed from corner to corner. i
The German shell Are dwindled and *
ased at last.with the oncoming '

rdes scarcely eighty yards from the t
ont trench. It seemed as though
thing could stop them. But I did ®
>t realize the completely devastating *
feet of such concentrated rifle, ma- J
ine gun and shrapnel Are as the I
itish were then pouring upon those t
lid lines.
!n less than ten seconds the whole (j

AN MARINO EEF
BECOMESECQNE
rHE frequent mention of San Marino t

as the oldest republic, if not the *
oldest independent state in the

rid, has caused many persona to turn v
their geographies and their histories h
quest of facts about this little nation,
lich came into great notoriety when, a *

ort while ago, it declared war on Au*- 5
a-Hungary- t!
It is a small state, covering only thlrtyrhtsquare miles of territory, roughly j
out half the size of the District of r<

lumbia. Its population of 10,000, s!
out 3 per cent of the population of the 8

strict, is composed mainly of shepherds, ^
le dressers, quarrymen and a few trad- tl
3. It is a mountain republic, and its J
lef town, the city of San ft£arino, oc- j}
pies the summit of Monte Titano, four- gj
3il muea uy wacvu nmu puuwwwh uwm

mini. In Italy. The people of San c

irfno are Italian In blood and language, ?
d the neutrality of San Marino might .

erated adversely to the lnteresu of h
tly, military strategists holding that .t
retrlan aeroplanes could cross the Adrl- 0
Ic, rest on Monte Tlfano, and then ter- \
rise the central part of Italy, San f,
irlno being In central Italy. .
Monte Titano is fortified, and San a
trino's army numbers 950 men and a
Irty-nlne officers, but all males between a
s ages of sixteen and sixty are subject g
military service at the call of their d

antry. There is a general assembly of
9 representatives of all the citizens
ice each year. Although surrounded by
ilian territory, it pays no taxes to
ime. and Its people are tinder no per- r

tal obligation of military service, but £
haa a treaty of alliance with the nation
lose territory surrounds its own. by o

ilch Its people bound themselves to do
!lr part should war endanger Italy. a
Ban Marino was an Independent state
der a republican form of government
ten the Normans Invaded England, P
ire than four hundred years before the ai
icovery of America by Columbus. There fi
ims to be no authentic data as to when
n Marino was created, but the tradition tl
that It was founded by Marlnua, a d
ilmatian priest, during the persecution ti
the Christians under the Roman em- a
-or Diocletian. The monastery founded
or named for this Marlnua, whom after a:
as have honored as a saint, shows rec- o
is going back t9 the year 885, and In a
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IOIGRING IT DE LUXE. By Irvin S.

Cobb, author of "Back Home." etc.
Illustrated by John T. McCutcheon.
New York: George H. Doran Company.

In th^s journey, which extends from
he le^el of farcical humor to the
teights of a literary excellence but one

itop this side of genius, the reader gets f

l sense of joy-riding with a spontane
uslyscintillating fellow traveler

ather than with the astral body of an

LUthor who has sandpapered each

iparkle before trusting it to print. Mr.
:obb has been likened to Mark Twain

>y friendly reviewers, who have seemed
o consider the tribute rather as a com- t

ritment than a comparison.and until
he newspaper reporter had promoted
ilmself into the super-writer class the ,

ittle jolly had its value because of the
incouragement it stood for, but: In
his book Mr. Cobb's description of the
Irand Canyon of Arizona measures up
0 the ability of any other description
>f any other place by any other writer
-Mark Twain counted In. For those
vho have not seen the canyon it is
risloned with the realism of a motion
tlm in nature's colors. For those who
lave seen the canyon it is not a picure;it is the real thing. Chuckles and
brills frolic together from the first
>age to the last, and for illustrations
here are sketchy exaggerations by
fohn T. McCutcheon. each as alive as

1 pulse beat and all worth going the ,

raditlonal mile to see.

TEMPI'
nass of charging Germans seemed
suddenly to have lessened by half.
Another breath and only a third of
hem still struggled on over those few
-emaining yards. I could now pick out
ndividual men, trying to keep my eyes
in some one chap who would live
hrough that Are and reach the trench,
furiously, I found myself making menialwagers as each man that I fastened
ny eyes on suddenly crumpled up and
»ecame a mere lump of gray on the
icarred and pitted green field.

*
* *

'This one will get there," I found
nyself saying, only to see him sink,
imply, to the ground. And yet some
nust get through, I thought. There
vere still hundreds on their feet, alnostat the very edge of the advanced
rench. Bue every man my eyes lighted
>n fell almost the instant I picked him
>ut. From one to another I glanced
vith the same result.
Suddenly the few that remained haltsdand stood wavering and falling. I

;ould see a few scattered figures wavngtheir swords as though urging thac
attered remnant on. Then these figirea,too, staggered and dropped and
ay still. It was as though I were poslessedof death-dealing eyes. All I
iad to do was look at one man, single
nim out from the rest and he dropped
nstantly under my gaze. The horror
>f the thing overpowered me and I
sank back Into the pit to shut out the
spectacle.
In another moment or two the machinegun ceased Its clamor. There

*a'me a slackening of artillery fire and
igain those full-throated British
:heers. The machine-gun crew were
taking out their pipes and cigarettes
is I rose and looked again o*er the
sarapet.
Nothing living was in sight.yes,
here was something moving out there
Lmong the daisies.a figure that
:rawled laboriously on hands an.l
cnees toward our line. It came nearer
tnd nearer the edge of our firing
:rench. One could see the whit* face
md dark beard. One leg dragged useesslyalong the ground. Then, with
i despairing wave of his arm and a
ong, hopeless cry, the man collapsed
md lay very still in the green grass.
ls still as those hundreds, those thoulands,of similar little heaps of grayish
slue that dotted the plain as far as
he eye could reach. 1

*
* *

May 11..I have just come from the
srderly room where I received a most
glorious bit of personal news. I am
:o proceed to England today and be
riven my honorable discharge at Woolvicharsenal. It saems almost un>elievable.
It appears that my letters written

'or publication have diawn the atentionof the adjutant general of the
S. C. upon my case. Ten days ago
was interrogated by our colonel by

irder of the adjutant general as to
ny nationality. »w.n learning that I
im an American and the son of a
ormer German officer the adjutant
general has decided to permit me to
eturn to civil life witnout waiting for
he end of the war.
I am to get full pay witn gratuity
ind a "good character.*' Also, a'ter
he war, I shall get th3 regular active
lervice medal. Very decent o* them.
wonder what I'll order for dinner at s
he Plcadllly tomorro.v nlg.it?

E. RICHARD 8CHAYER. <

Copyright, 1915, by the Wheeler Syndicate, Inc.)

USED TO
& MONTE CARLO
he next century appear traces of a
ormal secular civic organisation with
he adoption of a communal constitution.
Prof. Albert Bushnell Hart of Harardseveral years ago wrote of the
lstory of the 8an Marines© and said: &
It has been a singularly united, courteous.honorable, public-spirited and
rudent people." He recalled that when
fapoleon Bonaparte In 1797 offered
hem adjacent territory they declined i
an enlargement which might in time
ompromlae our liberty," and Prof. 1
tushnell also recalled that they gave
efuge to Garibaldi and his "red
hlrts" after their defeat in 1849, and
uccessfully protected them.
One of the many things set down to t!
he credit of the little old republic Is
hat when the Prince of Monaco leased J
is hereditary domain to gamblers the
an Marlnese showed their moral fiber
y refusing any such dealings when a g
imilar proposal was made to them.
Not long ago a writer in the London ti
hronicle recalled something of less G
redit to San Marino than Its refusal
j follow the example of the Prince of

[onaco.He wrote that "San Marino
as supplied the world with more p
jirthday honors* than probably any
ther country, however large. For San E
[arlno, until she reformed herself a
8W years ago, sold titles to any bidder
n a fixed tarifT.from knighthoods to
ukedoms. So that when one is introucedto some prince or count with an ^
.merican accent one may reasonably
uess he has at one time taken a holi- li
ay in San Marino."

Past and Present.
ECRETARY OF AGRICULTURE i

' HOUSTON said In Washington the d
ther day:
"What Improvements we see in the e

ountry when we go there on our va- s
atlon! We see automobiles, telehones,player pianos, phonographs h
nd even, among a few wealthy young c
irmers, biplanes. d
"How different is this prosperity from
lie hardships of the past.from the

ayswhen a gaunt farmer would en>rthe general store of the district G
nd pant, hungrily: h
" Gimme an egg's worth o' sugar. fi
n' ye mout weigh out an egg's worth

salt, too. The Plymouth Rock's o

-cluckin'.'" b
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Some Refreshment.
a N admiral, during the maneuvers
^ at Newport, told a story at a rare
en party.
"The navy Is as abstemious from
thlcal reasons." he began, "as Old
tlngee was from mlaerllnesa ,
'Old Stingee was entertaining a boy.
ood friend one evening at his ahora
ottage. After a couple of hours of
ry talk, the old fellow said genially!
" 'Would you like some refreshment
-a rooling draught, say.George?'
" 'Why. yes, I don't cars If I do.' said
feorge. and he passed hla hand across
is mouth and brightened up wonder,
ully.
" 'Good!' said Old Stingee. 'I'll just
pen this window. There's a fins sea
reeze Wowing.'" <


